Vi^^itji^ir-, : ."-i_Mi,V,5!=uF TO 
v-!i--(^C hGi^FKUM vVHICH HE FfcLT 
C^.VcY'S BRifci- MAGNETIC 
IMPULSE, MAC5NO 
RUEM&STO THE 
AO OF- HIS 
PARTNER 




MEANWHILE DAVEYAND 
i_AURl£ WEAKENED BV THE 
LACK OF AIR AWAIT AID --- 

OP DEATH' 




BUT MAGNO IS NOT 
COMING TO THEIR AID.. 
INSTEAD THE CLOWN 
WITH THE C>| A - MA oNE-riC 
CLOAK, ENTERS THE 
SPHERE OF POWER.... 



THE MOMENTARY OPEN- 
ING IN THE 'SPHERE OF 
POWER ALLOWS ENOUGH 
MAGNETISM TO TEMP- 
ORARILV RESTORE 

PAVEV's PQWE RS 



MY MAGNETISM! FOR A 
PLASH r WAC? IT 
AGAIN.'/— — 





R.EAL.IZ.ING ME IS PALLING TO 
WIS DOOM. DAVEV IN A LAST 
VALIANT EFPORT WRAPS HIS 
LEGS ABOUND THE CLOWNS BGf 



. AND DOWN T 
\ GO MEAD 0\ 
\ HEELS IN MID 
A1C3 



WHAT TH- 
WE GO RiGH 
THROUGH 
AND INTO 
THE OPEN / 
AIR! 




¥9W- _ \ V M£> me? sun 

ivhc^cO \ AWAY/ 
VGU !l IJUST HU1VQ 
3HT / ABOUND TO 
VOU RAH/ HELP THC 
_AwAY' /LITTLE MAGNETIC 
JERK WHEN THE 
GOING GOT TOO 
TOUGH FOR HIM! 
. I KNOCKED GUT 
iTHE CLOWN.' 





I'M DODD, A\R. CLARK'S 
BUTLER, (JUST DO WHAT 
" TOLD BUT SOMEONE 
TOLD ME THAT \'/A 




•ism 





OOhl'T BE ALAfiW.ED.'i'M DP-QARK'S 
ATTOffNEV. DR.CtAE< 1=3 OLD AND 
cCTCF/NTR/C. ME WANTS CERT/MN 
PEOPLE MERE TONIGHT. IT'S 
PODD'S JO& TO <3E/E: THAT ONLY 
THEV ARE HERE-- LET'S A 




! PIOJX'T KNOW ) VOU MAY NOT HAVE 1 KNOWN 

■'him at all iMriniAA, but he knew all ofvou. 

[TO FI?ANK JASON I LEAVE AN ENVELOPE 
[ IN My PESK PWWER^NP ALL l~ 
CONTAINS ■' 




EVERYONE O.JC -'/VUJ'ST HAVE BEEN 
CHAKIGING CMMATWOS — J THINK DODP,1HE 

BUTLER CAIN TELL US WHO THE KILLER l<3 



'eCOD IPS^/PP. CLARK. ' 
erOULP HAVE PLANTED THOSE ) 
DEATH TRAPS BEFORE" 
HE D»H>.* 








THIS "SEEUM WILL CAUSE 
HIM TO GIVE US THEf 
WHY'S AhJp ^HEBE- 
FORES OF HI 



ARRANGED ALL OF TH(S 




'JASON MARRIEPMy 
TO WREAK VENOEAIMCE ON \ DIvQF^Jl^^f , ,-„ IM J 
THE" PEOPLE J HATED MOST. ©or PAA^r . « R V ^ ^ 
DR.CLARK HAD THE MONEY /steaT^^Y Jon 'S 
AND FAMETHAT SHOULD i/PLACE THAT SON 
HAVE BEEN MINE, t < KILLED HIMSELF IN FCOrVT 

KILLED HIM, THEN I CALLED ) OF AN AUTO, DESFONDAN7 
^BECAUSE/ THE GIRL HE 



MK.^H 








''that -shove was \ 
insistantt. 1 had to 
leave.' what coulp 
1 oo?j " 




U DO ANYTHING . - 1 
U BUT Df?. NEME5IB 
























Sv^^l ^i"**^ 




\sfl^)^ji 








,/ )/nv / 




GOOD VS. 

EVJL .' 
DP-NEA/iESIS 
FIGHTS THE 
FORCES 
OF SAD 
IN 



/ ^^ /PHOOBY/ SUCH A JOB 
if 'Tyi/FOH A KEPOBTEK.l A 
(jS ^Al/MEMSEROFTHE FOURTW 
V, * J-i"// ESTATE GUMMING UP _J 
THE WORKS OF A LOT ■ 
OF FLIES/ 
NUTS/ 




Gne 




IIPJRD 





SfRps 




EGAD SIR, THIS IS AN OUTRAGE.' THE 
LINE WILL HEAR FROM MY 
"" I'LL SUE FOR DEFAMATIQMQg 




RUFFIANS.' UNCOUTH LOUTS.' HAVE 
YOU NO RESPECT FOB A GENTLEMAN 
OF LETTERS AND LEARNING/ GAD, 
HOW THE MIGHTY HAVE FALLEN! 




ft e^o/aisHue nassTO u&m m 

OVEglCO^N&TMP qySHIf . 

IT V/OULP BE MUCH PLEASANTS 'IF 
YOU MEEELy TUENEP 
OVER THE PLANS TO L. 




&T TWAT MOMENT, MOEGANA R MAKING 
HEE WAY INTO THE HIGHEST SPOT OF 
LAKEVILLE, TH£. TOV/N WATEE "TO WEE/ 




A. -.BeU'LtKE AfT£ 
FAi£ WHCH IS ™ 
SUSPEWEP A.T 
TWE WATEB'S 
SURFACE.' 



PESCENPIHG i 
TO THE /■ 


■ ■ ^; 


flfi 


BOTTOM /I 




^ 


OF THE / 1 




I V 


WATER, / 






MOEGAHA / i 






PULL'S UP / M 






A TKAPDO0& fl 


HV 4 




ON THE / ■ 




f '// 


FALSE / j3 


I ^ 


' ' ' 


BOTTOM lf?2£ 


■ J 




OF THE § ' 


12 




WATEt? / / 






TOWER/ !'. .&■ 


jft 






I SEE 1 


f- open ny MAYBE I 


/ THEY HAVE FOUNP THE > 


NOTHINGl 


THEEE'S SOMETHING} 


CASE,' OPERATIVE'S IN 


SPECIAL J 
. ABOUT A 

k IT -' M 


.OF VALUE, INSIPE/Y. 


\ POST TWELVE- -GET THE 
/ TPAMP ANP THE CASE ANO 
^ BEING THE/A TO ME AT THE 






WfAU-OW ME, I ] 


IHIU'LOU l/l 




mi have: moke 






|r EXPEeiEMCE J 






■ along these A 






W^ LINE?/ ^H 





Bl 



WHEN 

THE 

LIGHT 

ANP 

SVOkX 

CLEAE 

AWAX- 

THE MOST 

FAMOUS 

SOKCE.PEC 

OF ALL TIME 

/VvEEUN, FACES 

THE EVIL 

/AORGANA. 





btUPNING TO THE WIPING "LACL 
JSp EACALIBUE, A.HTWU15 EEPLACEC 
THC SWOGD IN IT'S SCABBARD 
OF E QCUL. AMP 



THIS'MAGICAL *n. 
POWER TO HELP 
OUE COUNTS// WE 
MUST SWE&E TO 
.KEEP IT A SECRET// 



E6AP/ I <SWE*e • 

TOO --BUT WHAT J 

PO WE PO 

NOW? , 



THE 

SWORP 

MAS 
A NEW 
PART NEC/ / 

WHAT 
PROBLEMS . 
WILL THEY 

TACKLE 
MOW WITH 

MERLIN 

ON THEIS 
SIPE? 



£&4 



IS HE DEAD' 
HOW HOBRIBLE 
HEART 
FAILURE 




_ ANJD YOUR 
^Jf //BEAUTIFUL face... 
' ' y/, M SPOILING THAT 
TOO; 




r GUESS WE CAN 
GO HOME NOW. 
ABDUL J WEVE 
HAD OU« 
VACATION. 1 YEP: 
NOTHING LIKE " 
LITTLE REST 
TO TAKE YOUR 
MIND OFF THE 
TROUBLES OF. 
THE WORLD " 



Lawman's 



By Brant 



SHERIFF LARKIN dismounted snffiy and knelt 
down to examine the tracks he had been fol- 
lowing since early morning. In the swiftly 
gathering darkness oi the bolder desert the hoof- 
prints were still clear and sharply defined in the 
warm, powdery, alkali Hoofprims that led ever 
south toward Mexico and the end of the chase as 
far as Larkin was concerned. Which, in a way, was 
. okay with him. 

He no longer was a young man and he was tired. 
Plumb petered out, Ln fact. Well, when you're 
Sixty-five you can't ride from dawn till dark with- 
out a rest the way a younster of forty or fifty 
might. Takes too much out of a man. 

"Pop" Larkin remounted the tall bay horse he 
had borrowed from Pete Mathews 1 rernuda five 
miles back. But as he pushed on toward the range 
of purple foothills he thought, a little grimly, the 
chase would most likely end up a good way north 
of the border . For, judging from the tracks, 
Johnny Durango's horse had gone lame. 

The old sheriff rode southward at an easy lope 
until darkness obliterated the tracks. Then he 
halted, picketed his horse and made a cold camp. 
As much as he would have welcomed hot. steam- 
ing coffee and a fire — -even a little one — he could 
take no chances Durango might see it. And 
Durango was a killer 

Pep Larkin pillowed hi; head on the saddle and 
tried to find a comfortable position for his stiff, 
aching body Didn't seem possible he could be so 
all-fired done up Still, he reflected, wearily 
twenty years is & long time to act as sheriff of a 
lawless section such as Chula County More'n that. 
Twenty-two years this comin election 

Twenty-two years of sun and desert, of killers 
end rualers Job lor a younger more vigorous 
man No doubt about it Well, he supposed the 
coming election would attend to that. He could 
read it all too_ plainly in the faces of his friends 
end sco.ugintances — could sense it in the casual, 
well-meaning remarks that were dropped. 

Take this Bob Quinn, for instance Young fellei 
— couldn't be a day older'n foity Big, strong as a 
mule, popular with everybody and more guts than 
a she-bobcat Make a danged good sheriff for the 
county, too Pop suppojsd t.%; sensible thing would 
be for him to retire. Save a lot of ernbairassment 
for everybody concerned. Only he wished, a little 
profanely, that the friendly hints and jibes 91' his 
friends concerning his age and usefulness weren't 
quite so pointed. Made a man feel like a decrepit 
old has-been. Which he wasn't—yet. Not by a 
danged sight! 



THE eastern edge of the desert was just begin- 
ing to show misty gray when Larkin saddled 
the tall, bay horse Again he headed south into the 
range of low-lying foothills where the tracks of 
Johnny Durango's lamed horse led him Lucky 
thing. Pop thought, he had been able to borrow 
a fresh horse from Pete Mathews. Gave him quite 
an edge 

Twenty minutes later, as the sun's rays stabbed 
straight across the flatness of the desert, Sheriff 
Larkin pulled up with a surprised grunt. From out 
of the west the tracks of a second rider had joined 
those of Johnny Durango. 

For a fleeting moment Pop wished he had 
brought along a deputy But only for a moment. 
Hell, he was still man enough to faring in a pair. of 
killers, wasn't he? He'd done it plenty of times in 
the last twenty years. This Durango and whoever 
his pardner was couldn't be any tougher than some 
of the men he'd handled in the past. He touched 
spurs to the bay and loped on into the rolling 
foothills 

Pop felt the searing bite in the thigh of his left 
leg before he heard the report. The bay reared 
and Larkin. without thinking, automatically flicked 
the reins over the horse's head. The sheriff 
crumpled quietly to the ground, his mind racing. 
He knew the horse would remain where he was, 
anchored by the trailing reins. Of his own pre- 
dicament he wasn't so. sure. His leg had suffered 
only a flesh wound; painful but not necessarily 
crippling. 

But the thing that worried Larkin was whether 
Durango or his pardner might not finish him off 
where he lay It seemed the likely thing to do 
Just sit up there behind those rocks and fill his 
unresisting carcass full of thiny- thirty slugs Make 
dad-blamed sure of the job That's what he figured 
he'd do if he was in Johnny Durango's boots And 
if he made a move, no matter how slight, that's 
just about what would happen to him. he reasoned. 

For a good halt" hour Sheriff Pop Larkin lay in 
the hot alkali without moving a muscle, his faded 
blue eyes squinting up at the row of boulders that 
rimmed the top of a small hill some thirty yards 
ahead. His horse stood quietly, head down, a dozen 
feet away. His leg, now that the shock had worn 
off. began to throb intolerably Pop wondered how 
long he was going to have to remain in that 
ei amped position. He couldn't stand . it much 
longer, he knew. 

Maybe Durango and the other one had been a 
little too cocksure about their marksmanship and 
by this time were miles away, believing him a 
dead sheriff. Then again, they might still be up 



Creed 



House 

there behind those boulders wailing for him to 
make a move, not willing to risk the far-reaching 
report of another shot unless necessary. Well, 
whichever way it was. Pop couldn't stay on the 
ground forever. Might as well — 

Something glinted beside one of the boulders atop 
the hill. Pop held his breath and squinted into the .shim- 
mering heal waves. Presently, Johnny Durango and a 
pint-sized man with a limp whom l.arkin recognized 
as Billy Crouch stepped out into the open. With guns 
in their hands, they made iheir way cautiously down 
the slope to where Pop lay motionless on his side. 

Funny — Billy Crouch bein' here, Pop Larkin thought. 
By all rights he should still be up at Huntville doin' 
his twenty years for bank robbery. Larkin knew that 
because he was the one who had sent him mere. And 
he knew Crouch for what he was. A brave man — 
behind a gun. 

The limping, pini-sized man, forty-rive in hand, was 
in the lead. Johnny Durango, younger, handsome 
almost, and with the build of a middle-weight boxer, 
was close behind him, a ihirty-ihiriy carbine in his 
hands. Fifteen feet from the sprawled figure of Sheriff 
Larkin they halted. Billy Crouch grinned and spat in 
the dust. 

"Looks like you drilled him for keeps, Johnny," he 
said. "Right nice shot, considerin* the light." 

Johnny Durango pumped another shell into the 
chamber of the carbine. "Might as well make sure," he 
said in a soft, whispery voice. "Far as I'm concerned 
there ain't no such thing as a half-dead sheriff." 

CROUCH knocked the carbine down as Durango 
took aim. "Wait a minute, Johnny," he com- 
manded. "Hold on. If there's gonna be any more 
shoolin' I'll do it myself. I owe this to Larkin for the 
two years I been up at Huntville." 

Durango's smile showed even, white teeth. "'Go 
ahead, Billy," he said. "Go right ahead. You got it 

The pint-sued man squatted on his heels and rested 
the barrel of his forty-five across his left forearm. He 
cocked his head and squinted up at Durango. 

"Where'll it be?" he asked "Head?' 

Johnny shoved his hat back and gave the matter 
thought "Well, now, if I was doin' the job—" he began. 

And in that split second Pop Larkin saw the chance 
for which he had been silently praying Both the men 
were momentarily off their guard. Gritting his teeth 
against the pain that bored through his thigh, Pop 
twisted and threw himself io one side. And when he 
came to a sitting position, his gun was in his hand. 
His first shot found Billy Crouch. The little man fell 
forward surprised, a large red hole where his Adam's 
apple had been. 

Durango swore and with the quickness of a cat 
leaped toward Larkin, his carbine coming to his cheek. 
Pop fired again and Durango's rifle, its lock shattered, 
flew a dozen feet to the right. The outlaw, thsugh, kept 
coming, and before Larkin could pull the trigger again 
Durango was upon the wounded man, both fists pound- 
ing. Pop gasped from the tearing pain in his leg and 
tried to roll away from the younger man. 

But Durango's left hand held the sheriff's wrist in 



a viselike grasp and with his right he drove a short 
murderous blow at Larkin's cheek The punch landed 
high, and caught the older man squarely on the eye. 

Durango drew back for another, more telling blow 
and Pop's good leg came up. His booted foot caught 
the killer in the chest and sent him spinning and 
stumbling backward. Before he could regain his bal- 
ance Larkin's gun harked once more. And Johnny 
Durango, his arm flopping, sal staring dazedly at the 
red trickle that seeped from his shirt front. 

Sheriff Fop Larkm raised a hand to his eye and felt 
the swelling that was rising there. In another ten 
minutes it would be closed light— useless. 

"Just sit right where you are, Johnny," he com- 
mended. 

LARKIN, his gun still in his hand, hitched himselt 
across to where the bay horse had stood trembling, 
but motionless, throughout the gun-fire. From his vest 
pocket Pop look a stub of a pencil and a scrap of paper 
Hurriedly, he scribbled a note and then, with a mighty 
effort, pulled himself to his :e;; ar.a slipped it under 
the cheek band of the bridle. Tying the reins to the 
saddle horn, he slipped the bay across the rump. 
"Gii home, boy. Git!" The bay set off briskly, headed 

Then Pup dragged himself to within a few yards of 
Durango and sal down, easing his bullet-lorn leg as 
well as he could. His eye, by this time, was nearly 

"Johnny,"' he said, and even managed a short 
chuckle, "you hii me a pretty good lick a minute ago. 
Looks like I'll have a nice black eye for a spell. But 
don't forget this. A man only has to have one eye to 
aim a six-gun. Just relax, son. We're waitin'." 

It was laie that-affernoon when Pete Malhews found 
Pop Larkin. Bob Quinn was wiih Pete and so was Jim 
Patlen, a newcomer in Chula County Pop was leaning 
back on his elbows now. but his gun was still poinled 
unwaveringly at Johnny Durango's mid-section. The 
old man's leg was horribly puffed up and his voice was 
weak from loss o: biood His lift eye was swollen com- 
pletely shut. 

Later that night, after the two wounded men had 
been put to bed al Malhews' ranch and a doclor sum- 
moned, Bob Quint", suddsr.h quit pacing the floor and 
poured a drink. 

"Pete," he said in a quiel voice, "I reckon 1 won't 
be runnin' for sheriff Not this year, anyway" 

Pete Mathews stared at the tall, powerfully built 
Quinn "That so?' he said "Yeah, 1 figgered it that 

Quinn nodded and tossed off his drink. "Larkin's 
still a good enough man foi this county, 1 think." 

Jim Fallen, the newcomer, said: "Course. I suppose 
he's been a good -man in his day But. hell, anybody 
could sil on the ground and hold a gun on a man. after 
they was lucky enough :u overcome him, couldn'l they? 
What it he did have u game leg and one eye closed 
tight? He could still shoot, couldn't he?" 

Quinn snorted and eyed the newcomer tolerantly. 
"Mister," he said, "I can see there's a couple of things 
you got to learn. One of 'em is that Pop Larkin is just 
about the most man that ever pulled on boots — " 

"And the other." ?e:e Me: he - .', s finished far him, "U 
that Pop's right eye ain't nothin' but pure glass," 




DON C AS MORE YEARS PASS, WAR, 
IN ALL ITS FUBY BURSTS UPOr-J 
k WEARY WORLD/ 




VHE STORM SWEPT BEACH SEES 
OTHER. CHANGES. ... A SPOTTER'S 
TOWER IS ERECTED, SO THE 
LONELY SKIES CAM BE SCANNED 
FOR ENIE/VNY AIRCRAFT 
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|jrsl PRISON!, GRIM FATE PLAYS ITS 
MORBID JOKE. KILLER ZWICK. 
BABBLES IN HYSTE RIA ON HIS 
THE / DEATH RFDI 

DOUGH FROM THE GEORGE SMITH 
SA/ATCH --- BURIED ONI PALMETTO 
BEACH^.. - ^O FEET DUE NORTH OF 
THE MIDDLE TREE... 

~ THEY CAN'T TAKE 





E3 



WwuL 




/he ; -3 getting] 


1 ' " ' : : 1 


■^^■^Ml AWMTi _a| 


■ -. ■ /l( 


KpatH 


HsS H>x^^H 




■&3B ■P-sAf-58 




5~ri^r3§2^|*!gpr 






fpPP^ 


^S) 




that goon 
must have 
killed him! he 
was burying 
him to get rid 

~P THE t*^s£ 



ij 



ALU THESE 
HOLES IN 

THE 
GROUND. 




HERE OF SUFFlClEN' 
IMPORTANCE TO ATTRACT 
AN SNEMV SABOTEUR it' 

And dynamite in 
thoss holes, ip 
that's the reason 
fos; them, wouldn't 
pamag# a thing / 



jSX T DAV.JN The G P FrCS OP Pauu BfVgBg £fc 

WHAT Do) THAT CAPTAIN WAS 
VGUTHINiO PROBABLY RtGHT YOU'D 
OAD^/B^TTEK GET OUT TO THE 
POST EARLY TODAY. YOU'RE 
GOING TO HAVE TO COVES UP" 
ON MR, JUGG'S K7 ;a T = 

STRETCH Tt.V.f-ORARlUyJj:- ^ 






LOOKS TO ME LUCE IT WAS , 
GRUDGE KILLING AGAINST MR 
JUGG. AND YOU 
CHILDREN 
STEPPED IN 
ON IT- THg 
KiLl.eS TRiEu 1 
KILL YOU TO 
PSffVENT B£lh 
iDENTiriilL^ 
THIS IS A 
MATTER 
FOR THg LOCAL'S 
POLICE.' 




( LOOK/ MCQE HO-ES! Y 

r^~- : J ■ ■ ■ - 





HOP TO THE TOWER 
AND GET THE ARMY 

ON THE PHONE. PAT ■ . , 

HE'S OUT FOR A WHILE! ) { 



~^~^7~ 






.And so nally was sprung 
first and tried to beat me to the 
dcugh. the trees, which were 
^wick's landmark were gone so 

i NALLY JUST HAD TO 
^Dl<5 UNTIL HE FOUND 
HE DOUGH. HE WAS 
JUST OUT OF PRISON 1 
AND HE DIDN'T KNOW 
THiS BEACH WAS. IN 
Ir / T HE BLACKOUT 
f \ '- ' I ) ZONE 





faATERl BETTER COAABJ THAT'S THE 
— -S. CLEAN'f fS RANSOM 

HERE'S THE W_ __J DOUGH FROM 
REASON FOR \ r~T THE GEORGE 

THOSE HOLES.) ty V. SMITH SNATCHI 




.. ..SO HE CAME HERE 
DIG. WHEN THE- SPOTTER 
SAW HIM, HE R.UBEE-0 
THE SPOTTER OUT- 

r CAME OUT HERE 

TODAY AND CAUGHT 

UP WITH HIM AND 
FIXED HIM FOR 

TRYING TO PULL 

A DOUBLE CCOSS 

AND THEN THOSE 

KIDS GOT HERE' 



:-«&> 



hOME TIME LATER | 

: UNDERSTAND THERE WAS 

- ^=.'.ARD FCR THE RE- 
COVERY OF THAT MONEY. 
WHAT DO YOU INTEND TO DO 
WITH 





AMD THAT5 
AN IDEA 

FOR ALL 
BOYS AND 
GIRLS.' 

PIjt your 
MONEY 
INTO WAR 
BONDS AMP 
STAMPS 
AND BUY 
yOUR SHARE 



